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Property of Paul Stanley 


"Look what | got,” Paul said with a grin. He placed a large metal case on the coffee table. 
"What, more paperwork?" Gene said. He put his feet on the table, crossing his ankles. 


"Get your nasty feet off of there," Peter said, pushing them off. He frowned at the Demon. "What's in the 


case, Paul?" he asked. 
"Oh, nothing, just a little." the Starchild opened up the case, face beaming. "tattoo gun!" 
"Well, look at that," Ace said, entering the room. "Looks like we have a budding artist on our hands." He laughed. 


"Of course," Paul said. He folded his arms across his chest. "Now, who wants to be my guinea pig?" 


Ace and Gene looked at each other. "You couldn't pay me to get one of those things," Gene said. He shook his 
head. "No way in hell." 


Paul smirked. Typical answer. "Ace?" 


Ace shook his head with a frozen smile. "Naw." 


Peter raised his hand shyly. "lll do it" 


"That's the spirit," Paul said. He took the Catman by the hand, and led him upstairs. 


"Don't let it get infected," Gene yelled after them. 


Paul rolled his eyes. "Don't worry," he said to Peter. "It won't get infected if you just take care of it" 


"| know," Peter said. "| already have a tattoo, remember?" He lifted up his three-quarter sleeve to reveal a 


little tattoo of a drum with a lightning bolt striking it, and the number three accompanying it. 


"Ah yes, | remember now." 


"You should've," Peter said, nuzzling Paul's nose with his own. "You were there." 


Paul kissed the Catman on the forehead. "Alright, lets get this party started," he said. He opened up the case 
and set up the kit. "Now, what do you want?" 


“Surprise me." 


Paul's cheeks dimpled. "Can do. Where do you want it?" 


"Right here." Peter said, unbuttoning his high waisted bellbottoms. He pulled his underwear down around his 


lower hips, revealing a patch of dark brown fuzz. He looked up at Paul, a sly smile on his face. 


The Starchild pursed his lips. "I think | have an idea. Lie down on the bed" The Catman did as he was told. "Are 


you sure you want to do this?" 


‘Of course I'm sure," Peter said. "| trust you." He snaked off his pants, and his underwear, revealing his quite 
large member. Even when it was soft, it truly was a sight to behold. Paul could feel his cheeks start to get 
hot. 


‘Is a shame we have to shave all this hair off," the singer said. "It's cute." 


"lm gonna look like a porn star," Peter said, laughing. 


Paul's eyes crinkled at the corners. "You already look like one." He took out a razor and began to shave his 


friend. Bits and pieces of the fluffy pubic hair fell were brushed away by the Starchild's gentle hand. 


"You better not cut me," Peter joked. 


"I trim my hedges all the time," Paul said. "I know what I'm doing." He brushed away the last of the fuzz, and 
he ran his hand over the olive skin. Silky and smooth. A perfect canvas. It took everything in the singer's power 
to not go any lower than that. 


Peter sat up and looked down "Damn" 


"| never said you could get up," Paul said. "Get back down there." He took the tattoo gun, and turned it on. The 
hum of the gun was always relaxing; Paul remembered it well when he got his rose tattoo on his arm. He 
dipped the tip of the gun into some black ink, bent down over the Catman, and went to work. 


"Oh," Peter said with a mixture of surprise and pleasure. 


Paul looked up. "Doing alright?" 


"Yeah," Peter said. "Just feels good, that's all." 


The Starchild expertly drew on Peter's skin. Curves and lines all came together in an artistic fashion. Every so 
often, he would look up, just to check on his lover. Peter's eyes were closed, and his plush lips slightly parted in 
relaxation. Paul smiled. God, he looked so cute. But it was time to get back to work. The singer went back down 


to finish what he started. 


Soon enough, he had finished. Paul gently tapped Peter on the thigh. "Kitten," he said. 


"What is it?" Peter asked. He got up and stretched his arms over his head. "You're done already?" 


"You fell asleep," Paul said. 


It was relaxing," Peter said. "You have a soft hand." 


"But you already knew that," Paul said with a wink 


"Let me see it" 


"Go ahead." Peter bent down, and grinned. "| love it" In cursive letters, the tattoo read, "Property of Paul 
Stanley". 


The End. 


